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THE PURITAN'S DAUGHTER. 



ACT I. 

SCENE I.— The Sea Coast near Middleton Castle. At the side, a 
small rustic Inn, with the sign of " The Royal Oak." 

[At the rising of the Curtain, Sailors and Village- 
Girls are discovered. — ^The Sailors are drinking 
and toying with the Village-Girls.] 

CHORUS. 

Sailors, (with drinkinff-horm in their hands.) 

Here's to wine, and here's to beauty ! 

Bright twin stars which light our track 
On life's voyage, to that haven, 

Whence no vessel e'er sails back. •" 

Wine and beauty ! You shall hear 
Why we hold them both so dear. 
OiRLS. Wine and beauty ! We shall hear 

Why they hold them both so dear. 
Sailors. When the thunder wildly crashes 

O'er the ocean white with spray, 
And the lightnings' lurid flashes 
Round the lab'ring vessel play ; 
When the wind — ^now roaring madly, 

Like Death's herald — ^rushes past, 
Now exhausted, eddies sadly — 
As In pity — round the mast, 
There's one thought 
With pleasure fhiught : 
If we die, we've done our duty, 
If we live, then wine and beauty— 
Girls, (eurtseying and kissing their hands to the SAILORS.) 
Thanks for beauty : 
Here's our duty. 
Saiix)R8. With new zest ftx)m dangers o*er 

Grow more precious than before 1 
Wine and beauty. You now hear 
Why we hold them both so dear. 
I At the conclusion of the Chorus, several Sailori 
exclaim : " The Captain, the Captain 1"] 
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[Seymour and Drake appear in a boat at the back,, 
and jump ashore.] 
Sbt. Now, my men, your liberty is at end. Off to the well, and 
mi the ship's casks. We sail to-morrow with the dawn— perhaps 
•ooner. 
Sailors. Ay, ay, Sir. 

[Exeunt at back. J 

Jessie, {who has entered as Sbtmoxjr utters the above words. To YiL.- 
LAGE-GiRLs) And you, girls, do not forget. *Tis Mary Wolf* 
birthday. Quick to the fields to gather the flowers for the nose- 
gays we mean to present to her. 

[Village-Girls exeunt. Jessie goes up to tables ^ 
collects drinking-horns, and exit into the Inn. 
During this time Seymour and Drake have ad- 
vanced to front of Stage.] 

Sey. Yes, Drake, Mary Wolf will soon be mine. 

Dra. But will her father give his consent ? 

Sey. He must. 

Dra. How so? 

Sey. One would have imagined that, at the death" of Oliver 
Cromwell, these round-headed dogs of Puritans would have aban- 
doned their cause as lost. Far from it, however. A number of 
them have received information that the King, whom they never 
designate otherwise than as " the Man, Charles Stuart," was to set 
out, two days ago, attended only by a feeble escort, from London to 
Dover. They have determined to fall upon the escort, cut it to 
pieces, and carry off the person of the King. It is for this Wolf need* 
^y vessel, and the price he pays Is his daughter's hand. 

Dra. But does the girl love you ? 

Sey. What if she does not? I shall find plenty to console me for 
Iwr coolness. 

Dra. Ay, ay ! a roaring life and a glorious death, say I. 

Sey. Such sentiments are worthy of a man. How different from 
those you entertained the day we first met. 

Dka. {laughing) Ha, ha, ha ! 

Sey. When we carried off your betrothed, and when you endea- 
vored to take my life because I made the wench my queen. Ha, ha> 
ha ! you had forgotten all that. 

Dra. Yes ! {Aside) Villain ! continue to think so. 

Sey. I spared your life because I admired your courage. I do not 
regret it. I have gained a friend in whom I can confide. 

[Goes up the stage.} 

Dra. f aside J Let this belief be your perdition ; the failure of my 
flrst attempt shall teach me to take my measures better in future. 

Sey. (coming down the stage) You are surprised at my marrying the 
j;lrl. It is not love, but hate, which prompts me to it. 

Dra. Hate? 
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Set. I once really loved her! A rival crossed my patk. (WHOk' 
bittemeasj Dearly shall he rue it ! 

Dra. And who is 

Sey. ^interrupting him^ and with a sneer) M}"" favored rival ! — Master 
Clifford, the royalist. 

Dra. a royalist ? How comes it, then, that Wolf permits him ta 
enter his house ? 

Set. His house? The mansion belongs to Sir Everard Mlddletoo. 
Wolf and he were friends as boys. On the Revolution breaking oat, 
they embraced opposite sides. At the Restoration, Wolf had not • 
roof to cover his head, so the General allowed him to reside In the 
old building yonder. 

Dra. And Clifford 

Bet. Is the GteneraVs secretary. But down to the ship. I am to 
Awalt Wolf here, and accompany him to the ruined chapel. It is 
there these Roundheads meet for the last time. Aboard, and get all 
ready. 

Dra. Ay, ay. (Aside) How much longer must I obey this mon- 
ster. 

[Retires up to back, jumps into the boat, and pushes off.] 

Set. f Solus. Goes up to the mn, and knocks on a tahU in front of %t,J 
House! house! 

[Enter Jessie.] 

Set. Have you any liquor fit for a chrlstran ? 

Jb8. Ay, your honor. We can give you a cup of as good sack, or 
a flask of as genuine Xerxes as 

Set. ni taste your wine ; If It poison m o 

Jbs. {Slewing him in) No fear of that, captain. 

[Exit Setmour Into Imi. Enter Ralph, cautious- 
ly, from upper entrance.] 

Ral. {looking of) Her fiith^r receives him, a hard-hearted 
old hunks ! He's as civil and cringing as needs be to any one with 
a well-lined purse, while to me he Is a good deal more surly than the 
dancing bear that came to the Hall t'other day. He suspects Tm In 
love with Jessie. I wish she did, or I wish I could pluck up courage 

to tell her. Yet, at times I fancy but no ! To think that he 

should be her father ! It makes me wish she had never had a father. 
Why will he be so brutal towards me ? Though I'm poor, I mean 
well, but somehow or other I can't speak out to p^ple, not even to 
' Jessie. Now, why can't I walk in yonder ("points to inn) and call for a 
cup of liquor ? I have got the Jacobus Master Clifford gave me the last 
time he was here. I will C going up to inn). Perhaps {stops) I had bet- 
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ter not. I mean well, but It might incense the old monster. I — I 
think, I had better not remain. I wish I could see Jessie, though. 
Hem, hem ! (coughs) If she could only hear me. Hem, hem ! {coughs) 

[Jessie appears at door of inn.} 
Ral. {aside) Oh, Gemini ! There she is {going). 
Jes. {Aside, with a disappointed air) Why, he's going ! {Comes down 
rabidly. Aloud) Good evening, Ralph. Who would have thought 
of seeing you ? 
Ral. If you are angry, I will go. 

[Going.] 
Jes. Angry ? Not I. What — what were you doing ? {Looking down) 
Were you waiting for anyone ? 

Ral. I felt rather lonely-like at the Hall, so I thought I would 
just step down and see a little company. 

Jes. And that is why you stopped out here, all by yourself, eh ? 
Why did you not come in ? 
Ral. I — ^I mean, well — 
Jes. {hashfuUy) I am sure you do. 
Ral. Yes ; I do. But your, father— I thought your father might 

object 

Jes. Why should he? He jtvould be as glad of your money as of 
any other person's — unless {looking down and coyly) there is any 
reason, why— 
Ral. No — no — not the slightest. 

Jes. {ofKde) 'Why will he not speak ? It makes one lose all pa- 
tience. {Aloud) Oh, I thought there might be. 

Ral. No — only {Aside) Why can't I tell her? I mean, well-^ 

(Aloud) Only 

Jes. {aside) At last! {Aloud) oiily? • 

Ral. I would ask a question, 

If I did not fear 
■^ Th§it it's mere Suggestion , 

Might p'rhaps cost me dear. 
Jes. {half-hashfully) 

What can be the question 

Which thus makes you fear 
That it's mere suggestion 

Might p'rhaps cost you dear ? 
Ral. If I ask, will you reply ? 

Jes. {coquettisM§) 

That you will find out by-and-by— 
Ask me first. 
Bal. You're so unkind, 

That {hesitating) I think I'll change my mind, 
And my secret keep concealed 
In my bosom, unrevealed. 
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Je8. What I a secret ? tell me, pray I 

Ral. {irresolutely) 

No, not now ; some other day. 
Jes. (pouting) Wonld you then, so churlish be 

Thus to keep it, sir, from me ? 
I would quickly tell it you. 
Ral, Ay, of course, as most girls do, 

Who must always gad about, 
Blurting ev*ry secret out. 
Jes. (iniignandy) 

Very good, sir, very good — 
I wouldn't know it if I could. 
Ral. There, you're angry. Don't look black — 

Jes. I shall leave you — {Aside and going) But come back f 

Ral. You'll come back ? ^ 

Jes. What, that you may thus deride me ? 

Ral. Ko — tha."; I — but do not chide me. 

{Taking her hand) How you tremble ? 
Jes. {naively) So do yon. 

Ral. Well, I frankly own I do. 

Both. What's the reason of your fright ? - ' 

I'm not frightened {Aside) 'Tis delight. 
Ah me ! in turn, 
I freeze an<f bum. 
One moment ice — 

The other fire ; 
The feeling's nice, 
'Twould never tir». 
J^.*{making a feeble effort to disengage her hand) 

Come — 
Ral. Whereto? 

Jes. I mean, let go ; 

You must not detain me so. 
Ral. Ere you leave, my question hear. 
Jes. Well, what is it? 
Ral. Jessie, dear, 

Tell me why, 
I feel so shy. 
Whenever you draw near; 
And why my tongue. 
As though unstrung, 
Is paralys'd by fear I 
Jes. I can't say why 

You feel so shy. 
Whenever I draw near; ^* 
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And why your tonguo, 
As though unstrung, 
Is paralys'd by fear. 
R-A.L. You can't tell why? 

Jbs. No, no, not I. 

The reason is not plain. 
R^i" . I think I've guess'd. 

But tremble lest 
I should have guess'd In vain. 
J»8. Pi-ay what's your guess ? 

R^i" I lay no stress 

On what I have sunnis'd j 
But if love's dart 

Mad pierc'd my heart . 

-Jm- I should not be surpris'd. 

Ral. 

Then to wed me you consent f 
Jbs. (tummff mooy her head) 

^ I ne'er said so— 

But— 
^^^ I see, though, 

That is plainly what you|meant. 
Jbs. (a$ide) Yes, to wed him I consent 

I n^r said so, 
But I feel, though, 
That's exactly what I meant. 
Ral. Ah, Jessie dear, what joy, what bliss f 

Oh, let me steal a fond first kiss. 

{Offers to kiss her.] 
Jes. (repelling him, and demurely.) 

No : stealing Is a sin. 
Ral. Then save me from the sin, sweet elf; 

Give me a kiss, your darling self. 
In either way I win. 

IJkssie hesitates a moment, and then holds out her cheek 
Which he kisses.] 

^^'^^ Oh, how pleasant 

Is the present ! 
May the ftiture prove so more. 
^^^- Thonuii o'er joyed, 

rill aiiiioj^ed, 
I ne'er spake my mind before. 
Je3. (aside) Though o'erjoyed, 

I'm annoyed, 
lie ne'er spake his mind before. 
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[At the conclusion of these lines, Spiggott, who has 
enteretl some time previously, comes down be- 
tween Ralph and Jessie, who start back In 
affi-ight.] 
Spig. Nice goings on 1' faith! {To Ralph) Well, my young 
swashbuckler, what have you to say for yourself? 
Ral. I — ^I mean, well — 

Spig. Mean well ; do you fancy my wench is for the like of you — 
a poor beggarly varlet not worth a groat ? Why, what would you 
do with a wife? 

Ral. I do not know, but (growing more eonfund) I — ^I suppose what 
other people do — at any rate, I mean well. 
Jes. Father! 

Spig. Hold your tongue, you jade. (To Ralph.) If ycm. had 
money, I do not say I should object to you, for you are fool enough 
to make a tolerable husband ; but, till you are in a condition to keep 
the girl, do not let me hear any more of this nonsense. She is going 
to spend a short time with Mary Wolf, up at the Hall yonder. Now, 
If you dapfr— 
Set. {inside the In^ Landlord ! 

Spig. {nfoing up towards the Irm) Anon, anon. {To Jessie.) Come 
here, you baggage. 

Jes. {aside to RAU^iLy as she passes him,) Do not go away. I will 
steal out again. 
Spig. What are you muttering ? 

[Jessie goes up to Inn, and exit. Spiggott Is about to 
follow, when Seymoub appears ontjie threshold.] 
Set. {Coming fonoard.) You are a rare host. You sell good wine, 
and aa:e not to be found when your customers would pay. Here. 

[Seymour gives him money and advances to ftont. 
Ralph has previously retired out of sight, up 
back. The stage gets gradually darker and 
darker.] 
Set. Wolf is behind the appointed hour. Ah, yonder he comes. 

[Enter Wolf.] 
WOLP. €k)od evening, Seymour ! 
Set. Good evening. But why not call me " Son." 
WoLP. You are not so yet. 
Set. But soon shall be. 

WoLP. Are you still determined to lend your vessel on no other 
terms? 
Set. I am. 

WoLP. You lire aware she loves Clifford ? 
Set. I am. What of that ? 

WoTiP. Seymour, I love my child ; I would not willingly render 
her unhappy. Who knows— perhaps, Clifford might be brought to 
embrace my principles- 
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Sky. Why not tell me this before? It would have spared me the 
trouble of coming hither. ' [Going.] 

Wolf. Stay! 

Set. {aside) How the poor fish struggles on the hook. 
Wolf. You shall have her. 

Flrgive me this momentary 
weakness, it is past, even as the rushing of a strong wind. She is 
yours. And your vessel — 

Sby. [pointing to the sea at hack) Lies yonder at anchor. But come, 
let us join the other conspirators {laying a malicious stress on the last 
word.) 
Wolf, {proudly) Our fellow-patriots, you mean. 
Set, We will not quarrel about a word. 

[Ralph is perceived at the back of the stage, as if about 
to come down. On beholding Wolf and Seymour, 
he stops and listens.] 
Wolf. Go on— I will follow. We meet an hour hence in the 
ruined chapel. 

Sey. Ay, I will not fail. The ruined chapel ! for will not my re- 
*vard be the priceless, the inestimable treasure I so much covet ! 

[Exit. Ralph again retires out of sight] 
Wolf, {sdus.) My child ! my own sweet irirl I 

My own sweet child, my daughter dear. 

My soul is flird with dread. 
And o'er my furrowed check the tear, 

With anguish f'raught, is shed. 
To meet death face to face I dare ; 

I never shunn'd a foe ; 
But ah, how shall I ever bear 

To see a daughter's woe ? ♦, 

How well I recollect the day, 

When, smiling into rest. 
The guileless new-born infant lay, 

Clpse nestled to my breast I 
Oh, daughter ! if thy grief proves great, 

Far greater will be mine, 
Since added to its own sad weight, , 

Will be the load of thine. 

Go, Mem'ry, leave me ! hence depart ! 

And with thee take the Past ; 
Distract no more this swelling heart. 

Whose lot, alas, is cast ! 
My country calls ! my course is clear I 

No more am I unmann'd ; 
' " I give up all on earth most dear, 

To save my native land. 
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[Exit. Ralph comes down from back, cautiously 
looking about him.] 

[Enter Jessie from Inn.] 

Jes, (running up to Ralph) Ah, Ralph ; my father — 

Ral. {joyfvUy) A murrain on your father ! 

Jes. {reprovittffli/) Ralph ! 

Ral. No ; I express myself badly, though I mean well. Can you 
keep a secret ? 

Jes. Did I ever tell you till to-day (looking down) that — 

Ral. Well, then, we shall soon be married. I have found out 
that in the ruined chapel— 

Jes. In the ruined chapel ? 

Ral. There is a vast treasure hid— 

Jes. a vast treasure ? 

Ral. Ay, and— 

Spig. {inside the Inn) Jessie 1 

Jes. There's my father. 

[Goes up Stage.] 

Ral. I will tell you more when we meet again. Oh, there's^ one 
thing I forgot. 

Jes. What is it ? 

Ral. I wished to— 

[Bends forward, and kisses her.] 

Jes. I'm perfectly astounded — {aaidey going up stage) — but I suppose, 
poor fellow, he means well. 

[Exit Jessie.] 



SCENE II.— The ruined Chapel attached to Middleton Hall. 

[Enter Ralph, looking cautiously round.] 

Ral. I am here before them ; that is all right — ^at least, I hope it 
is. I — I — Suppose they should discover me ; perhaps I had better 
— {jgoing, but stops), I wonder whether they will be long ; I hope not, 
for if they are, I think I shall go. I — I am afraid of catching cold. 
{Looks out.) It Is so dark, I can't see. Ah ! now I can. There they 
are; but {rubbing his eyes) there are three — four— of them! What 
can — {runs and looks out). Why, yonder come as many more ; or, 
rather, twice as many ! What does this signity ? I mean well ; but 
I dare say they would not be particular about that. Where can I 
hide? Ah I 

[Climbs up to a niche and conceals himself behind 
the statue of a saint. Puritans now appear, noise- 
lessly and mysteriously, from all parts of the ruins. 
As they perceive each other, they grasp one 
another's hand, but without speaking, and gather 
together in various groups. Wolf and Sbtmoub 
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come down from back. Wolf takes up Ms posi- 
tion in the centre of the Stage, while Seymour 
places himself at the first entrance- Puritans now 
range themselves in a semicircle round Wolp.] 

Wolf. My brethren, I greet you ! You are still determined ? 
Pur. {soUtnnly) We are ! 
Wolf. By earth and by air, 

Fur. By the waters as well, 

We solemnly swear, 
On *he swords we now bear, 
[They draw their swords and extend them.] 
With courage to dare 
All the powers of hell. 
Undaunted to brave. 
The block and the grave ; 
Nor ever to cease, 
Until we release 
Our country and race 
From the bonds which disgrace ; 
From the despot whose name 
• Is a bye- word of shame I 

[Suddenly extending their swords.] 
This we swear I 
Hay a curse and a f^light 
On the traitor alight, 
Who shall ever disclose 
Our plans to our foes. 
Or prove fialse to his trust". 
He no longer should live ! 
We would never forgive, 
Or take heed of his prayer, 
. We would smite and not spare ! 

[Again extending their swords,] 
This we swear ! 
(At the conclusion of the oathj a movement is per- 
ceptible among the Puritans, who for a moment 
assume an attitude of defence, which, however, 
they relinquish on recognising Fleetwood, who 
hurries in covered with dust, and bearing other 
signs of having just come off a long journey.] 

Wolf & Pur. Fleetwood I 

Fle. Ay ! I followed the escort of the Man as far as Canterbury. 
Wolf. {triumphanUy) It setteth out again to-morrow morning. • 
Fle. Of what avail is that ? Charles Stuart cometh not with it. 
Wolf & Puritans. Cometh not with it ? 

Fle. From certain information, I know that, on reaching his 
sleeping apartment at Canterbury, the tyrant found on the table a 
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letter l^ a woman's handwriting. After having read it, he rede off^ 
no one knows whither, accompanied only by his creature Johp^ 
whom the Gtentiles call the Earl of Rochester. 

WoLP. The Man has escaped us ! 

[The PuRFTANS converse together in groups.] 

Sey. {ande) The fools will be dispirited and renounce their enter-^ 
prise. I must prevent this, or Wolf may still refUse me his daugh-^ 
ter. {TutfiB to the Purptans. Aloud) Do not, my brethren, be cast 
down. Can you not perceive the letter was ftx)m some one or other 
of his painted Jezebels, concealed somewhere In these parts ? I will 
discover the place of her retreat, and then we can carry off the tyrant 
without risk. What matters it if he have already left ? Will h& 
not retuni ? Ay, as surely as the drunkard to his sotting. 

Pur. Ay, he is right. 

Sey. Let tne but have the guidance of this aflkir ? 

Pur, You shall — ^you shall. 

- [At this moment a noise is heard at the secret door.) 

WoLP. Heard you not a noise ? 

Sey. Ay, behind yonder door. By heaven, we are betrayed ! 

Pur. Death to the traitor ! 

[Some take their pistols out of their belts, and cock 
them ; others draw their swords. Seymour 
dashes in the door with the but-end of his pistol, 
and rushes through the doorway, returning the 
next moment with Mary Wolp.] 

Pur. What do we see ? Tis Mary Wolf I 

WoLP. My child I 

Mary. 

Who are these men with looks so dark and wild ? 
Father I [Rushes up to Wolp. J 

Wolp. (j<mi/y) What brought thee here ? Tell me? Reply? 
Mary, (hesitating) 

What brought me here? 
WoLP. What brought thee ? 

Mary. Father— I— 

Wolp. Thou hast heard all? 
Mary. Oh, mercy I 

Pur. Stem, relentless, we pursue 

That great aim we have in view; 
To it we have brac*d each nerve, 
From It we will never swerve. 
Set. Why, Mary, was't thou there? V\\ tell you why. 

Thou cams't to listen and disclose our plan a 
Mary. To whom? 

Sey. To Clifford. To the Royalist. 

Mart. What, and endanger my dear father's life ! 
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[Taking Wolf's hand, and addressing her words to him.] 
It was not so. It was not, on my soul. 
8et. Then, I repeat, say wherefore was't thou there ? 

Pur. To his question, girl, reply. 

Answer truly ; tell us why ? 
Mary. I — I was there by chance — by chance alone. 
Set. That's scarcely probable. 

[Turning to Puritans.] 
Am I not right ? 
Pur. Have a care, girl, have a care ; 

Answer truly, or beware. 
8ey. Yon passage has a secret outlet. 

Mary. True I 

Roaming, at night, through a deserted room 

Of the old mansion, I discover'd it. 

Anxious to know whither the passage led, 

I entered and proceeded till I heard 

A hum of voices. Prompted by a wish 

To find out whence It came, I still went on 

Untill I reach'd yon door, and there — {hesitates) 
Set. And there 

You heard enough to cost us all our lives. 
Pur. He is right. As he has said : 

On what hang our lives ? A thread. 
Wolf. If such has been the maiden's plan, fear naught. 

Your lives are safe. From tenderness to her, 
{To Seymour) I hesitated giving you her hand. 

I hesitate no more. Take her ; she's yours. 

To-morrow shall she be your wlffe. 
Mary. Oh, father! 

[During the following duet, Seymour Is engaged In an 
animated conversation with the Puritans, who seem 
to approve of what he says.] 

Mart. Oh, reflect, 'ere you decide ; 

Think on what you do. 
Never can I be his bride ; 
Ne'er prove fond and true ; 
Wolf, {aside) Sorely Is my poor heart tried, i 

When her grief I view ; 
Darling child I my hope, my pride, 
I need pity too. 
Mart. Father spare 

The child you cherish. 
Wolf. JHushI Forbear. 

M VRY. Would'st see me perish ? 
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Would'st see her you dearly prize 
Pine and languish 'fore your eyes, 
Till a speedy death should close 
O'er her bosom's bitter woes ? 
Nay, not even then would rest 
Calmly soothe my aching breast. 
In the next world, as in this, 
I should know nor peace nor blis?J 
If, before the altar bow'd. 
With a guilty tongue I vow'd 
Love for one I loathe and fear ! 
Hear me, Father, hear me, — hear I 
In your dreadfull purpose pause, 

Listen to my cry ; 
Outrage not kind Nature's laws, 
Or I surely die. 
Wolf. («#**,) 

'Tis our holy, sacred cause 

Makes me spurn her cry ; 
Trampling on kind Nature's laws, 
Rending each fond tie. 
Mary. Oh, pity, pity! 
Bri. Foolish maid forbear ; 

Learn that this Clifford thou wilt never wed , 
But, if his life is dear to thee, forget him ; 
. . For just as surely as the sun shall shine 

To-morrow on the world, so sure It Is 
That Cliffbrd dies, if you refuse to wed 
Our brother Seymour. 
Maby. {hwror-struek) Cliffbrd dies ? 

Bri. I» trtttli* 

Thy tongue has said It. 
j»LB. We have vow'd a vow : 

Unless thou'rt Seymour's ere to-morrow night, 
This Cllffbrd's days are number'd— he is dead. 
Pu». Yes ; wherever he may be, 

We will find him. On the sea. 
In the valley, on the hill. 
Death shall dog his footsteps still- 
Death shall follow in his wake. 

Over fell and over flood. 
Till our burning hate we slake 
In the current of his blood. 
Mary. Oh, gracious powers ! do I hear aright ? 
Sey. (aside to her, in a moekitiff voice) 
Shall I repeat? 
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Mart. 



Set. 
Mart 

Set. 



Mart. 
Pur- 



Mart. 



Set; 
Mart. 
Wolf. 
Mart. 

Pur. 



Wolf. 

Pur. 
Set. {toUh 



Pur. 
Set. 
Fxm. 



Oh, may you never know 
One half the bitter pain you thus inflict 
On me? 

[Endeavours, but in vain, several times to give 
him her hand ; at lensfth she succeeds, shud- 
dering with irrepressible avereion the while.J 

There ! thei'e— there is my hand ; my heart 
Is bursting with its heavy load of grief. 
Thou now must swear — 

I will do aught you wish— 
IVe nothing moreto live for. 

Thou must swear 
Ne'er to reveal what thou hast this night heard— 
{Astde to her) Our marriage, sweet one, I, of course, 

except. 
You cannot publish that too soon. 

I swear. 
Swear, as you would deserve 

Pardon and bliss above, 
Our secret to preserve. % 

I swear by all I love, 
I never will reveal, 

By tolten, look, or word, 
But truly will conceal 
What I have this night hep' \ 
And now, you— / ^ 

Now, oh, gracious powers I 

She faints r 
No; it is nothing— 'twas a passing pang; 
Yet suffer me to leave you. 

Go, in peace. 
[Mart totters out through secret door. Wolf looks 
after her with Intense and ill-disguised agony : at 
length he collects himself.] 

Brethren, to-morrow let us meet again 
At this same hour. 

Ay, we will; so be It 
an aammed air of piety) 

Heaven will smile upon our enterprise. 
Have we not had a token that it is so f 
We have, we have I 

Then, farewell, till to-morrow. 
Stem, relentless, we pursue 
That great aim we hUve in view ; 
To it we have braced each nerve, 
From it we will never swerve I 
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WoLP. {aside) Oh, my country I I'll pursue 

That great aim I have in view ; 

May no human eye observe, 

What grief racks each throbbing nerve I 

Sky. {aside) Mad fanatics ! they pursue 
But a bubble. I've in view 
Something else. I strain each nerve 
For the payment in reserve. 
[The scene closes In as the Puritans exeunt in various 
directions.] 



SCENE III.— A room in 31iddleton Hall. Folding doors at back. 
Doors B. and l. 

[Enter Mary Wolf.] 

Mart. I ata alone. Oh ! how shall I tell him I can never be his. 
I cannot, oh ! I cannot. Yet for his sake I must. His last letter, 
too, was so full of hope and joy. {Takes letter out of her bosoin,) And 
this flower — this modest forget-me-not in it — 
Pretty, lowly, modest flower. 

Daughter of the gentle spring. 
Wherefore did my loved one send thee? 
Say what message dost thou bring ? 

Wert not charged to whisper to me— 

If there's meaning in thy name — 
As his love for me ne'er changes, 

Mine for him should be the same I 

And so it will be. But let me once more read his letter, the last 
I shall ever receive. (Reads) " I shall be with you in a few dayar, 
but those days will ^fpe&r to me as ages." {Speaks) What then will 
be ray life? {Heads) "I have obtained a colonel's commission in the 
service of France. I might have done so long since, had I not im- 
agined Charles n. could be grateftil— that he would not forget the 
son of him who sacrificed for his father life and lands. But why *^ 

{^}eaks) I hear footsteps. My father or the hateflil Seymour t 

Let me conceal this letter. 

[She hastily hides the letter in her bosom, us Cliflbnt 
enters at the folding-doors back.] 
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Clif. {t-Kshinf/ up to her) Mary! 

Mary. Clift'ord ! 

Clif. At length do I clasp you once more in my arms. 

M^^Y. Clifford! dear, dear Clif- 

ford ! 

Clip. Oh ! how happy am I now. But, Mary, you are sad— what 
does this mean ? 

Mary. I— I— Clifford ! Do you love me ? 

Clif. Do I love you ? Can you not read my answer in every 
word, in every look, in every action of my life? I would die this 
very instant— I would suffer all the tortures, all the torments, ever 
devised by the cruelty of man, if, by so doing, I could render you 
happier. 

Mary. Clifford, you must do more than all this! 



RECITATIVE. 

Clif. More ; gracious powers ! What can I then do more ? 

Mary. You must 

Clif. {interrupting her) Stay ; I feel a dead chill come over me : 
your words have struck terror into my very soul! At present 
speak 1 let me know the worst ! 

Mary. You must cease to love me ! 

Clif. Cease to love you I 



FINALE. 



Mary. 



Clif. 



Mary. 



Yes ; thou must cease to love me! 

Henceforth wo must part. 
Thou must pluck my image, 

Clifford, from thy heart. 
What ! I e'er cease to love thee? 

Ever from thee part ? 4i» 

Not while life shall vibrate, 

Mary, through my heart. 
Ask something I can do, but ask not this. 

To love— to worship thee is all my blls?l 
Oh, say it was a jest; oh, say 

Thy tongue betrayed its trust, 
My love for thee will sway my heart, 

Until that heart be dust. 
My father will not have me thine ; 

He never will consent. 
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Clif. . Soft pity still may move his heart — 

lie will — he must relent. 
Mary. Ah, little dost thou know him. 

Clip. Be it so. 

Didst thou not say that, if he still reftised, 
Thou would'st flee with me ? In a few short days 
All will be ready, dearest, for our flight. 
Mary, {aside) 

In a few days : and ere to-morrow-eve 
I shall be Seymour's. 

{Aloud) No, it cannot be ; 
Our plan will be discovered. 
Clif. Mary, listen : 

I know not what to think ; this hesitation— 
Maby. {(m if seeking some pretext) Can I, my father, CliiTord, thuB 

abandon ? 
Clif. Yes, when he forfeits all right to the title. 

Oh, just as thou didst test my love. 

So will I now test thine. 
Twixt sire and lover must thou choose* 
Be wholly his or mine. 
Maby. {aside) Oh, dared I speak, my lips had, long 
Ere this, the truth reveal'd. 
But, oh, my vow — ^my fearfUl vow ! 

My, lips, alas, are sealed. . 
{AUntd) Ah, thou must cease to love me : 

Henceforth we must part — 
Thou must pluck my image, 
Clitford, from thy heart. 
Clif. What I I e'er cease to love thee— 

Ever from thee part ? 
Not while life shall vibrate, 
Mary, through my heart. 
Once more I ask thee : Wilt remain or fly ? 
Maby. Oh, leave me-^-leave me, Clifford, I entreat. 
Clif. For the last time, I ask : Wilt follow me ? 
Mary. No, never— never. [Sinks, senseless, on a chair.] 

Clif. {rushing up to her) Gracious powers, she*s dead. 
Maby. («w a broken voice) Nay ; misery is the worm that dieth not. 
Promise me one thing, and I tell thee all. 
Dost promise ? 
Clif. Yes ; I promise all you wish ; 

I'm maddened—reckless. 
Mary. Thou wilt never raise 

Thy hand 'gainst him 1 am about — Oh. heavens 1 — 

' About to- 
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Clif. Well. 

Hary. {with effort) Whom I'm about to wed I 

Clif. {drawing his swardy and speaking with the most concentrated ragey 

To wed— to wed ? 
Hart. Oh, recollect thy promise. 

CiiiF. (mldly) His name — his name ? 

Hart, {(mde)) I dare not tell It him « 

If he harm Seymour, Tiis life will be forfeit. 
(Aloud) Say : if I tell his name, thou'lt promise me — 
CliiF. {throwing away his stoord) Yes — yes ; I will ; but do not kill 
me thus. 
His name - his name ? 
Hart. Before I tell his name^ 

Let me once more embrace thee, as of old— 
While without guilt I can for soon, too soon. 
Thou must look on me as one dead -ay, dead> 
Since dead tow'rds thee I must be. 



Glif. And thy choice? 

Mart. My choice ? No, not my choice— I would say 

I wed Charles Seymour ? 
Clif. Seymour ! Gracious powers t 

Oh, would that I had died *ere now, 

For then I had not felt 
The bitter pang, the crushing blow, 

Thy cruel words have dealt. 
I've but one solace ; Heav'n grant 

It cheer me to the last. 
Tis sad, fond Mem'ry, falthftil still 

To bliss for ever past. 
But no, I have not heard aright ; 
Say, Mary, I am wrong. 

Hart. Oh, leave me ; leave me ; for to thee 

I never can belong. 

Clif. {?iay maddened by despair) 

And is it really— truly so ? 
Wilt thou another wed f 
My soul Is faint, my sight grows dim, 
My heart, my heart is dead I 



[Clifford sinks stupefied on a chair.] 
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[Mary, as if about to reveal her oath, is stopped bj 
Wolf's entrance.] 

iJBntet' Wolf.) Mary ! stay ! 
Maby (aside) Alas ! it is for Jiim— for him — 

^ That I another wed ! 

Oh, soon may I, when he is saved, 
Sleep calmly with the dead I 
Wolf. But no ; but no ; not one poor ray 

Of comfort will be mine ; 
Ko gleam of hope, however faint, 
Will through my sorrow shine. 
That sorrow is so sharp, so great ; 

Its pow'r so deep, so vast ; 
That e'en the Jf«/»Vy will it crush 
Of bliss for ever past. 



END OF ACT FIRST. 
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SCENE I.— Another apartment in Middleton Hall. Clifford dis- 
covertd, pacing hastily up and down the stage. Thun- 
der. 

[Enter Ralfh. 

Clif. What now f 

RjLL. Two horsemen, all array'd in black 

And bound by oaths too frightAil to repeat^ 

CUF. (looking at Turn with iurprise) 

Array'd in black, and bound by oaths ?— 

IUl. NoI KoI 

I don't mean that ! That was a legend told me 
Last ev'nlng by our gard'ner.— No ; two horsemen 
Who'ye lost their way among the ruins — no— 
I mean— I mean (Ande) I scarce know what I mean. 
My terror will betray me— 

Clif. Well— proceed! 

You say— 

Hal. Two horsemen, who have lost their way, 

Ask she1t;er for the night. 

Clif. Admit them straight. 

[ExU Ralph.} 
I would not turn even a dog away, 
On such a rough and boist'rous night as this ! 

[Enter Kino Charles II. and Rochester, preceded by Ralph. 
The latter bows and exit.] 

Cha. By the tempest overtaken, 

By the darkness led astray, 
Drench'd and jaded, tir'd and weary, 

Ckntle sir, weVe lost our way. 
Boo. We were fearful fbte had doomed us 

In the fields to pass the night, 
When a lamp in this old mansion, 

Through the darkness cast its light. 
CmJL Guided by it we came hither, 

Seeking shelter— 
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Roc. (eagerly) Food and rest. 

Clif. Say no more ; with heartfelt pleasure 

I accede to your request ; 
All you want with frankness tell me. 

And your wishes I'll obey ; 
You're my masters ; I'm your servant, 
While within these walls you stay. 
Clip, {aside) When gladness has flown, ■ 

And left the poor heart, ' 

. There's one thought that still ^ 

Can comfort impart : 
A kind act of ours 

O'er others may shed 
A ray of the joy 
For us long since dead. 
Cha. 1 I frankly must own 

and I (aside) He plays well his part— 
Roo. J A true Cavalier 

In word, look, and heart. 
'Twas lucky for us 

The lamp its flame shed, 
And guided our steps 
As hither we sped. 

[Clifford exit.] 

Cha. We might have gone farther and flired worse. 

Roc. Egad, we might. At one moment I had very serious ap- 
prehensions his most gracious Majesty, Charles 11., Defender of the 
Faith, and King of Great Britain and Ireland, in company with hi» 
most ftiithful squire, John, Earl of Rochester, would have had to 
pass the night mb Jove frigidOy as Horace says. 

Cha. Hush I Recollect I have left my " majesty " behind me at 
Whitehall. I— I have no wish to be reco^^nlzed in this plight. Be- 
sides, as a private individual, I shall have an opportunity of study- 
ing the manners of the inmates here, which as the father of my 
people 

Roc. Of a good many of them, at least. 

Cha. {loith dignity.) You forget. 

Roc. On the contrary, I recollect, I think, for instance, what 
brought us hither ? 

Cha. Well, Sir! 

Roc. And, if my memory does not quite deceive me, I have an idea 
that it was the fact of your Majesty flmling, at Canterbury, a certain 
Mttle perftimed billet, from a certain charming French Duchess, wh6 
writes to say she has taken up her quarters at a little house between 
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Canterbury and Dover, and I have, further, a faint recollection that 
it was in our search after the said little house that we lost our way, 
our temper, and our time. 

Cha. Od's fish ! there's something in what you say— but hush, 
here comes our host. 

[Clifford re-enters.] 

Clip. I have given the necessary directions. This chamber and 
that {pointing to door l.) are at your service. In the latter I have 
ordered supper to be served up. (Charles and Rochester b<m 
iheir tTianka.) May I have the pleasure of knowing who are the cav- 
aliers whose acquaintance I have been fortunate enough to make. 

Cha. Certainly— (J>aw?m^ himself iip)—l am the— (Rochester 
trectds on Tdsfoot as if accidentally) - Od's fish, what are you about ? 

Roc. {aside to the king) You were on the point of beiraying 
yourself. {Aloud) Yes, as my friend was observing, he is -that -is, 
his name is Charles Stanley, and mine is -hem—hem -(<r^tn^ to 
ihink of a name) is really -what an awful ni£>ht -Is— we ought 
Indeed be thankful we are under cover— is John Rummell -both 
poor lieutenants in his Majesty's service. 

Cha. {rubbing his foot and aside to Rochester) You need not 
have trod so devilishly hard if we are. 

Clif. {smiling) And the pay? They say that in this particular 
his Majesty's service is not one of the most desirable. 

Cha. Oh ! I have no cause to complain on that score. Although 
but -but — 

Roc. Poor lieutenants - 

Cha. I really believe his Majesty would as soon think of seeing 
Ills gracious self in arrears as me. 

Clif. Would I could give him so good a character. 

Cha. Has he then ever done you wrong ? 
- Clif. He has ! But we will not further pursue a subject which 
cannot possibly interest you. 

Cha. On the contrary— 

Clif. (botoing) You will excuse me. Cavaliers, if I now retire, 
But, to say truth, I— I am not quite well— fatigued fh)m a long 
journey. May a good meal, and hearty sleep cause you to forget 
the hardship you have undergone. 

[Clifford again bows, and exit.]' 

Cha. There are some men, Rochester, whom we require only to 
«ee once in order to like. Such a one is our hpst. But what the 
devil could he mean by saying I had wronged him. I dont remem- 
1)er— 

Roc. That is very natural. Your Majesty has so many things 
to think of— the cares of state {mth moek dignity) politics— pub- 
lic morals— by the way, perhaps it was some wife or sister, whom 
your Majesty had— hem— hem qualified for admission into your 
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gallery^ of pictures by Sir Peter Lely, and the poor fool, instead of 
taking it as a favour, looks upon it as a wrong. There are some 
people so immensely behind the civilization of the age. 

Cha. Nonsense, nonsense. Ah ! (sitting doum) it often strikes 
me the life I lead is not the most virtuous. 

Roc. (with mock astonishment) Your Majesty astounds me ! 

Cha. I sometimes think profoundly of reformation {Musingly)^ 
After all, what are the pleasures we so eagerly pursue ? Variegated 
bubbles, which burst at the slightest touch of the JHmd of posses- 
sion. 

Roc. {aside) How moral a man may become when he is damna- 
bly fatigued. 

Cha. I take no credit for the change. I have become indifferent. 
The same thing over and over again. I love ; 1 declare my love, 
and the object of it throws herself, without more ado, Into my arms. 

Roc. And to what, may I presume to ask, does your Majesty 
attribute this never failing success ? 

Cha. {arranging his costume) Hem — ^hem — I am not vain, I flatter 
myself— but the effects of a good figure -a pleasing address -a — 

Roc. Together with the all-powerful title of "King of England.*' 

Cha. You dont mean to say 

Roc. With all the imaginable respect, that you possess a power- 
ftil auxiliary in your rank. 

Cha. Od's fish, man, you are deceived, deceived, but— (rd&ip«»7i^ 
into his former mdancholy) ~ it matters nothing. I will never be led 
astray again. 

Roc. {musingly) That is unfortunate. 

Cha. Why? 

Roc I just now saw such a beautiful creature. 

Cha. {eagerly) Where -where '^^(recollecting himself) —Indeed ? 
[Hums a tune and endeavours to appear unconcerned.] 

Roc. Such eyes -such a mouth— a neck as fair as alabaster— oh, 
ye gods ! 

Cha. This might have interested me some time since, but at 
present where did you see her? not that 1 am anxious to know. 

Roc. Of course not. I met her, with her maid, as we enlered 
the hall. She ap))eared in tears. 

Cha. In tears, that alters the case ! I must see her. She is un- 
happy. I must console her. 

Roc. {atide) Console her! (Aloud) I was thinking— but why- 
speak more on the subject ? Your Majesty Is resolved. 

Cha. Certainly, but I can still hear what you have to say. 

Roc. It struck me, then, this would be a most admirable oppor- 
tunity of proving whether I am wrong. You are here incognito. 

Cha. Well! 

Roc. If, without revealing your rank, you could — 
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Cha. I see it all ! Gain thp affections of this beauty— 
Roc. Exactly, but yovir resolution prevents your undertaking the 
enterprise. 
Cha. Certainly, certainly it does. Is she very handsome ? 
Roc. Very. 

Cha. (eatighing) Hem, hem. 

Roc. And her demeanour is so imposing. I am sure a man 
would not dare - 
Cha. Not dare? 
Roc. Nq^dare ! 
Cha. Do you defy me ? 

Roc. {toith mock humiUty) My duty as a subject would not per- 
mit me to 

Cha. To the devil with your duty, you hypocritical rascal ! 
Come, I will lay you a wager that, ere this time to-morrow evening, 
I will, without having revealed my rank, prevail on this girl to leave 
the house with me. A thousand pounds ? 

Roc. My exchequer is rather sickly, and I was at loss to cure 
the consumption under which it laboured. I accept the olfer with 

gratitude. (heUf-aside) Let me see, I shall be able to pay 

Cha. The money is not yet won. But let us go and do credit 
to our host's hospitality, and at table I will arrange my plans ; I 
have no time to lose. 

[Enter Colonel Wolf.] 
Wolf. My welcome, also, to this roof; 

I gladly come to bring. 
(asidey starting) What do I see ? 
Cha. (bowing) We thank you, sir. 

Wolf, (aside) 'Tis he they call the King! 

Cha. The master of this ancient pile, 

Do we behold ? 
Wolf. In me 

Know Colonel Wolf, his oldest friend, 

Who welcomes you. (Aside.) 'Tis he ! 
(Aloud) Your evening meal is all prepared ; 
The board is ready laid ! 
Roc. (aside to the King, and pointing to doo7') , 

Your majesty, behold her ! 
Cha. (aside to Rochester) Whore ? 

[Rochester still points to door. Charles turns his 
head in that direction.] 
Cha. (aside) Od's fish, a comely maid, 

Around her, ere the morning rise. 

My nets Til surely twine : 
What girl has e'er withstood my tongue ? 
The thousand pounds are mine. 
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Roc. (aside) I'll pay— let's see— my tailor s bill ; 

Egad, the joke is fine. 
The varlet's wonder will be great, 

Though not so great as mine. 
>\oJLF. {aside) The tumult raging in my breast, 

No words can e'er define. 
Once more upon our holy cause 

Does heav'n deign to shine. 
[Chables II. bows to Colonel Wolf, and hurries off 

through door. RocHiJdTKR also bows to Wolp, 

and follows the King.] ^ 
WOLP. {solus and greaUy agitcUfd) 

Can it be? do I dream? 

No, 'tis he, surely he ! 
And my country at length 

Shall be happy and free I 
Tls Charles Stuart, the man 

Whom the Gentiles call King ; 
With the noise of his fall 

Shall the nations soon ring. 

[Falling on his knees.) 
Gracious heaven, thy aid 

On my knees I invoke 
To humble the idol, 

To cast off the yoke 
That so long on the necks 

Of the Faithful has weighed. 
For this moment I've lived, 

For this moment I've pray'd. 
The great aim of my life 

Will at length be achiev'd. 
By no false mocking dream 

Are my senses decelv'd. 
For as sure as I live 

It is he; yes, 'tis he! 
And my country, once more, 

Shall be happy and free. 

[Enter Fleetwood,] 

WoLP. (starting up, and looking around) Ha! who is there? 

Flb. I, thy friend 1 

WoiiF, Heaven has sent us a token and a wonder— the Man 
Charles Stuart is here— under this roof ! 

Flb. Then one smaU pressure of the finger (Hercdy, andpuUsnsr 
Ms hand on Ms pistdCy—^ 

Wolf. No ; we will judge him duly and fSairly, even as his father 
was judged. If he can justify himself—well ; if not, he shall die the 
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death. I will hasten to the different quarters of our brethren, whom 
I will summon hither. 
Fle. But in the meantime the man may escape. 
Wolf. Not so ; thou wilt remain and see that no one leaves tjie 
house, with the exception of Clifford, and the sooner he does so the 
better, for while he is here we cannot be sure of the serving-men ; he 
has told me, however, that in half-an-hour he will have left, and for 
ever. Follow me, and I will give thee further instructions. 
Wolf, i Let the loud timbrel, and the trump, 
Flb. ) Sound through thy tents with praise. 

To Heav^ above, O, Israel, 

Thy grateful voice upraise ; 
Thou had'st no need of sword or shield 

To battle with thy foe ; 
A greater pow'r than Thine went forth, 
And laid the Gentiles low. 

[Exeunt.] 
[Enter Ralph. He comes half-way down the stage, and then 
suddenly stops.] 

Ral. Wait! Where am I going? I can't say. What was I sent 
^or ? I — ^I have clean forgot. I do not know what I am about, I 
am so terrified. While laying the supper for the two strange cava- 
liers, I spoilt so many wholesome viands and broke so many trench- 
ers, that old Margery, the cook; got as spiteful as she is fat ; but, 
when I put the pasty in the chair, and then sat in it, she 
vowed she would have me turned out neck and crop. I wish she 
would. I dare not stay, and yet I can't go. Oh 1 Jessie, how I 
dread meeting you. I dare not tell her about what I saw in the 
Chap — ap— apel, for if it were known I was there, I should be mur— 
Ah! 

[Enter Jessib.] 

Jes. (running up to Mm) Ah ! Ralph. Did yon discover the treas- 
ure? 

Ral. {trying to conceal his terror) Hush ! 

Jes. There's no one here. Did you find it ? 

Ral. No — not exactly — I — I did not go. 

Jes. {reproachfuUy) What ! when our whole happiness, perhaps, 
depended on it ? 

Ral. That is to say— not — not at a good time. It was so dark, 
that— 

Jes. Why, the moon was shining brilliantly, 

Ral. Yes— but there was so many of them. 

Jbs. {in amaumenC) Many of them— moons? 

Bal. {aside) I'm talking nonsense. {AUmd) No, of the Colonel 
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and his friend— I mean well — but in fact there is nothing to tell, 
and It Is not safe for j^ou.to know it. 

Jes. {looking fixedly at him) There's some secret. Tell it me, 
like a dear good Ralph. 

Ral. Secret, pooh, there is no secret— besides, I should have half- 
a-dozen of them down upon me. 

Jes. Half a dozen of whom ? secrets ? 

Ral. Of— of the Colonel and his friend, of course, as IVe already 
told you. {Aside) I mean well, but Fm getting into the mire deeper 
and deeper every moment. 

Jes. {aside) There i» a secret. What can it be ? I will know it^ 
( CoquetUsMy) I have been told jealousy is sometimes a good thing. 
I'll try. {Aloud) So, you will not tell me. Every one would not be 
so unkind. Why, one of the cavaliers who came here to-night said 
he would refuse me nothing. 

Ral. Did he ? 

Jes. Yes, and (looking down) he gave me a kiss. 

Ral. The deuce ! What was that for? 

Jes. {maUciouslyJ He was so wet and cold, poor fellow ! He said 
it was to warm him. Talking of that, I'm sure he must want some- 
thing, ril go and see. 
[Runs off,] 

Ral. (eaUing after Tier) Jessie, Jessie I Gone ! This is pleasant. 
He gave her a kiss, to — and now she's off, perhaps, to warm him 
again. What shall I do ? I'll make some excuse and — yes, that I. 
will. 

[Runs off after her.! 



SCENE II. — Another apartment. In a panel in the wall, a full- 
length portrait of a cavalier. 

[Enter Rochester and Jessie.] 

Roc. Nay, do not run away. Come back, yon little jade, and 
put your rosy lips to a glass of punch. 'Foregad, 'tis the best I have 
ever tasted. {A»ide) It has half flustered me already. {Aloud) I 
wanted to see you. 

Jes. Why? 

Roc. To tell you I love— adore you. 

Jes. Ah, you town gallants, IVe heard, court every poor girl yott 
meet. 

Roc. Well, 'tis not our fSault if we do. 

Though we fond men all beauties woo, 
Say not the fault is ours ; 
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We no more can resist their charms 

Than bees the honey-flowers. 
If *neath that breast of snow till now 

A heart of ice has dwelt, 
Let Love's warm glances cause at length 

That heart of ice to melt. 
No cause hast thou for dread ; 

*Tis I should — were I wise- 
Have fled — 

Those eyes ! 
Youth bears pleasure in her arms, 

As she hurries down life's road ; 
Since she cannot stop to rest, 

Let us ease her of her load. 
Though we fond men all beauties woo, 

Say not the fault is ours ; 
We no more can resist their charms 

Than bees can honey-flowers. 

Jes. But I could never love any one who was not faithful to me 
alone. {Looking around. Aside) Surely, Ralph will come. 

Roc. {aiide) Pastoral simplicity. {Aloud) Then—I—I will be 
faithful to you alone. From the first moment I clapped my eyes on 
you I felt my destiny was ir— irr — irrevocably linked with yours. 
{Aside) By old Nick or old Noll, that punch is potent I {Ahud) 
What proof shall I give of my sincerity ? Shall I promise to marry 
you? 

Jes. Would you marry a poor girl like me ? {Atide) I wish Ralph 
would come. 

Roc. If you knew me you would not ask that (^aescion. {Ande] 
Of that I'll take my oath. 

[At this moment Ralph appears at back. In bis hands 
he bears a s&lver Vith a boctle t>n it. He stops and 
listens.] 

Jes. {aside) He is there ; thaiak goodness. I was getting afield. 

Roc. No ; I am indeed, madly, fondly in love, i know I am, be- 
cause, for the first time in my life, I feel so bashfUl, so timid— 

[He puts his arm about her waist, and is about to kiss her./ 

Ral. {as ifpetrijied) Oh 1 {lets the salver foG.) 

Jes. Ah, there's Ralph {runs out). 

Roc. {turns round and looks at him) Who sent for you ? 

Ral. 1— I— meant well. I thought you might like a bottle o/ 
Schiedam, and — and — 

Roc. And so I should. 'Tis a taste I acquired among our friends, 
the Dutch ; so pick up yonder pieces and bring me another bottle. 

[Exit.] 
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Ral. (stares after him in abject astonishment) Well ; if A^ is bashful ! 
Oh, Jessie ! {picking tip the pieces of the bottle) if I did not love you so, 
I would never see you again. But I canuot leave you. Oh, what 
fools love makes of us all ! Yes, Jessie, I — but as for you (shakmg 
his fist as if at ROCHESTER) I~I would — I would — I — I can't express 
myself, but I mean well. 

[Exit.] 

[Enter Chakles II. and Mary Wolf, through door at back.] 

Cha. Forgive me. My excuse must be, I was not acquainted 
with your noble soul. But continue your story. 

Mary. To what good ? I would not judge harshly, but King 
Charles must have a bad— a wicked heart. 

Cha. {aside) Confound it ; what have I been doing now? 

Mary. Hear me, sir. Sir Richard Clifford lost life and lands in 
the cause of his royal master, Charles I. His sister, Lady Mary 
Clifford, braved the executioner's axe, by affording Charles Stuart, 
the son, a shelter fi:om the pursuit of the Puritans. He swore, he 
would never forget her kindness. 

Cha. No more he does {recollecting himself). That is to say, I am 
sure he cannot. 

Mary. You judge of him by yourself! 

Cha. Well, I must own I do. 

Mary. You are wrong. 

Cha. But suppose the King, who I am sure has never received 
any of Clifford's petitions, were at length to do so— 

Mary, {eagerly) Yes! yes! 

Cha. He would say, " I have been remiss"— 

Mary. "I must repair my neglect" — 

Cha. "I must restore him the estates" — 

Mary. "And the title of which his father was deprived." 

Cha. Yes, "Sir Henry Clifford," we should continue— 

Mary. Ah ! that would indeed be acting in a manner worthy of 
a king ! 



Thou weepest, gentle girl ? Dost grieve 

That fortune smiles at last ? 
Smile thou, like her ; restrain thy tears ; 
All cause for grief is past. 
Mary. Oh, if 'twere thus, then, then, indeed, 

My tears I might restrain 
And smile at last ; but now I know 

I ne'er ^all smile again I 
The picture thy kind heart just drew 
Brings tears, but no relief! 
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Its brightness throws out all the more, 
My sad, my sombre grief! 
Cha. Nay, speak not thus; a happier day may dawn^ 

And Truth surpass the picture Hope has drawn, 
Maby. Oh ! never, never ! 
Cha. But— 

Mary. It cannot be! 

Cha. It can, and shall, if thou'lt but trust in me. 

(with dignity) 

Charles Stuart, Mary, pledges you his word, 
It shall be so -dost doubt ? 
Mary, (looking at hitn with inct'eduUnis atnazejnenf) 

What have I heaixl? 
I dream; Charles Stuart! what would you imply? 
Cha 

Know, gentle maiden, that the king am L 
Mary. '"'i^ king! O, pardon. 

()UA. Nay, thou must not l^end — 

,et the king, and see in me— the ft-iend. 
Hary. 

What joy and gladness do my poor heart, fill ; 
Can happiness, like sorrow ever kill ? 
Oh 1 are there pleasures, then so great, so rare, 
As to prove more than human strength can bear^ 
No more shall anguish, 
Barb*d like a dart, 
Poisoned and ruthless, 
Rack my poor heart : 
Morning has risen ; 
Past is the night ; 
Where all was darkness, 
Now all is light. 
Let not mortals e'er despair ; 
Let them bravely bide and bear, 
Till life's span is o'er ; 
Who can say ? 
The Future may 
Still have bliss in store. 
Cheerless and dreary, 
Shrouded in gloom, 
Each day but led me 

Nearer the tomb : 
Now all around me 

Flowers spring fast ; ; 

Under their blossoms, *" 
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Hiding the Past. 
Let not mortals e'er despair ; 
Let them bravely bide and bear, 
Till life's span is o'er ; 
Who can say ? 
The Future may 
Still have bliss in store. 
Mart. How altered will be Clifford's thoughts.— 

[Takes Clifford's letter out of her bosom, and tAwtB 
it to the King.] ® 

See what he wrote, by cold neglect estranged. 
Oha. {jfbmcinff over the letter) 

His words are bitter, but I fear they're true I 
Lend me this letter, Mary. 
Mab. Lend it you f 

Cha. Tes ! Till I ask if he still thinks the same, 

The day I render him his rank and name. 
Mart. I lend it freely, but to none beside 

Would I so great a treasure e'er confide. 
Cha. (emUinffy at heplaeee the letter in hie pocket) 

A treasure I Lovers will be lovers still ! 
There's yet another wish you must frilfil ; 
Let not a word escape your lips to him 
Of who I am. 'Tls a caprice— -a whim— 
I fkin would have him learn ftom me alone 
That rank and fortune are again his own. 
Say, Mary, wilt thou grant me this request f 
Dost promise me, fair beauty ? 

Mart. You but jest ! 

Can I reftise ? I promise— 



Pow'rs above ! 

I had forgotten all, except my love I 

And all, save Clifford ! Ah I my brain swims round. 

When I recall the oath by which I'm bound ! 
{Aloud) You, too, must promise ! 
Cha. Promise ! wha' ! 

Mart. To quit this house — to leave this spot. 
Cha. (surprised) To quit this house ? 
Mart. Without delay ! 

You can — you must — no loii|j:er stay. 

Seek not to know the reason why.; 

By all that you hold sacred — fly. 
{Aside) Ah ! how little does he think 

Death would quickly claim him here I 
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Aid me, Heaven, or I sink, 
Crushed, oppressed, by chilling fear. 

C5HA. {a$id$) 

Faith ! I know not what to think, 

One thing, though, od's fish, is clear: 
'Tis a fact I cannot blink. 

She would have me gone from here. 
Where could I now a shelter find ? 
Surely this is most unkind ; 

Thy father's welcome was more firee ; - ^ 

A frank and courteous host is he. 
Mart. You Ve seen my father? 
CHA. Asrvesaid- 

Mary, {aside) Wen Hope herself has almost fled I 
iAl^md) Oh! let me beg— oh ! let me pray— 
Remain no longer— haste away 1 
By all you love— by all you prize— 
{Aside) If he reftise, he surely dies 1 
Ah ! how little does he think 

Death would quickly claim him here! 
Aid me, Heaven, or I sink, 
Crush'd, oppressed, by chilling fear. 

Cha. [aside) ,. , wi 

Faith ! I know not what to think! 

One thing, though, od's fish, is clear, 
'Tis a flict I cannot blink; 
She would have me gone flrom here ! 
Cha. But, Mary, tell me— 
Mary. Await me here an Instant, while I go 
To see your horses saddled. 

Be It so! 
^^ [Mary hurries oflf.] 

Cha. {solus) What can all this mean? To-night Is, Indeed, a night 
of adventures. To what ups and downs are we not subject. 

[As he utters these last words, Rochbstkr enters In 
pursuit of Jessie, who escapes across the stage. 
Rochester then runs up against the Kino and 
knocks him into a chair.] 
Roc. {tip8y, and taking the King's hand) My dear little Hebe! {th4 
Kino pushes him goodrhumouredly away). What strength these country 
wenches possess. It is because the air is so bracing ; but {hiccups) 
you don't escape me, my darling 1 
Cha. Rochester! 

Roc. Why, how extraordinary! I— I imagined you were— but I 
hope your Majesty enter— enter— entertains no malice ! 
CHA. Certainly not {laughing). 
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Roo. You're a— you're a— fine fellow— that's my opinion--a very 
Hue fellow ; and whoever asserts the contrary had better look to 
himself— that's all. I don't suppose he— anybody— will— but If he 
does -you know ; anybody— he'd better mind. (Sohmnly) That's my 
advice as a Mend. I— I like you, Charles. 

Cha. {laughing and aaide) Easy, at any rate. 

Roc. Give me your royal fist. 

Cha. Why, Rochester, what is the matter? 

Roc. Fatigued— fatigued. This d-d hard riding— It weakens 
the limbs so. 

Cha. And the punch. 
. Roc. {with drunken gravitg) Yo— yo— your Majesty does not mean 
to insinuate that I am drunk ? 

Cha. Of course not. 

Roc. Of course not. John Wi -ilmot, Earl of Rochester, has 
many faults, but that of drunkenness cannot be counted among the 
J number. 

Cha. {aside) No ; he is drunk so often, that all counting is out of 
the question. 

Roo. Charles, that is a devilish pretty creature. I have been taw- 
aw-king to her. Mum's the word. Like monarch, like man. She's 
a sensible girl, for she's g-o-oing to marry a fool I It's a pity she 
escaped. I will console myself with another glass of punch. 

Cha. You must immediately leave the house with me. 

Roc. No ; hang me if I do. 

Cha. But I command you ! 

Roc. Oh, then, of course -for I respect the throne, of which the 
members of our family have alwa-w-ays been the— you know -stead- 

ed-ediest bulwarks {staggers). But I leave on one condition alone 

and to that condition I will stand as firm as a rock. 

[Gives a lurch backward into a chair.] 

Cha. And that is— 

Roc. You must let me take the pu-u-nch bowl. Charles, you 
must allow me this mark of your royal favor, as you value my un- 
swerving adherence to you {staggers). 

Cha. Well, well. {Aside) But here comes Mary Wolf. 

[Enter Mabt.] 

Cha. Well— 

Makt. I— I have at present changed my plans. You must re- 
main. {Aside) Every avenue to the house is guarded ; they cannot 
escape. 

Roc. I'm glad to hear it, for hang me if I know how I should 
keep my saddle— I'm so fatigued — 

Cha. Look ye, Mary, what does all this mean ? 

H ABY. It means— that— that— that— the truth is— my future hus- 
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iMnd is so jealous, that, were he to And you here, at such an hour, ho- 
might — ^he might — 

Roc. {tvith an air of toUmn acquimmee) He cer-er-tainly might, that 
I grant — ^but then, if he were so Jealous without a reasoti, I would 
take d — d good care soon to give him one. 

Mart. And so — ah, heaven be praised I You see yonder picture ? 
[Pointing to the Portrait of the Cavalier.J 

Roc. Allow me — which one? I see— one— two— three — a whol» 
^lery of them ; and they are all dancing the devil's minuet ! 

Mart. This old building is intersected in all directions by secret 
passages. Look ! {jpreMei a tprmg ; the Picture of the (keiMerfim baek.y 
This picture conceals one. I will serve as your guide; follow met 
Once outside, stop for nothing ; fly ! 

[Rochester makes a movement as if to leave the stage.] 

Cha. Where are you going, Rochester? 

Roc. I am going to fetch the punch-bowl. ~ « 

Cha. And our horses ? 

Hart. You must fly on foot. 

Roc. That's a despicable idea ; and I so fiitigued. 

Hart. (appeaUng to hitn) For heav'n sake, haste ! 

Roc. What I reduce myself to the level of an old doublet, or— a^> 
*^badger, and stow myself away in a hole like that ? (with drunken 
dignity) Never ! I scor-or-om the action I 

Mart. Your Majesty, 'tis folly, madness, losing time. (To Ro- 
chester) If asked after the King, you must say l^e has long since 
left the house. Come, your majesty. \ 

[Exit with the King into the secret passage. The por- 
trait closes on them.] 

Roc. (adlut, with drunken gravity) Oh, oh! I understand! She 
knows who he is. I — I— I pity her lover, for I am not naturally 
iMid. No-o-o, John Wilmot, you are not naturally bad ; in fiwstj ott 
the contrary, you are — not naturally bad {striking JUs breast impressively.) 
But I'll say anything you like. Why the deuce, though, should she 
wish to entrap me, too ? Ah ! a- female Turk in her taste, perhaps 
(eeats himself in a chair). Well, no matter ; {after a pause) I'm very un- 
happy. I'm a miserably wrong'd man— and some one— I'm so 
ilatigued, my po6r legs will scarcely carry me. But for the punch, I 
should have been completely knocked up! Ah, punch, glorious, 
idrlnk I 

Let others sing the praise of wine, 
Toldelol; 

Their taste is not the same as mine» 
\ Tolderol. 

^., Give me of steaming punch a bowl» * 

Toldelol; 
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To warm the heart and cheer the soul, 
Tol de rol. 

There's truth in wine, and truth, I think, 

Tol de lol, 
Proves sometimes very bitter drink, 

Tol de rol. 

1 deem it, therefore, more discreet, 

Tol de lol. 
To stick to punch— made strong and sweet, 

Tol de rol. 

Roc. Yes, punch is the liquor for a peer— and I— would take 
another glass If I cou -ould only catch that confoun-oun-oundeA 
door. {After many preparatory ^orts he at length bolts through dooTy «F 
daiming,) Tve done it. , ^ .^ ^ . ^ -. 

rRe-enter Miry, followed by the King, through tsecret door.] 
Ohab. Well, Mary, now we have found the outlet closed, what 
must I do ? 

Mary. I-l— (««fe) You are lost! {ahud) I— I— Hark! footsteps! 
Conceal yourself, at least, for the present. Quick, quick. 

[Mary drags the King towards the secret passage, 
almost thrusts him in, shuts the door hurrieolj 
upon him, and sinks into a chair just as Clii^ 
FORD enters.] 
Clip, {after ffozmg steadfatUy for a moment at Mary.) 

Mary, thou see'st me for the last time here, 
If thou dost still refuse to fly with me. 
To-night, I leave this house— this land -forever 1 
Mary. What do you mean? 
Olif. Oh, nothing ; but no more 

Shall I be dup'd, deceived. 
By her whom pure and true 

I fondly once believed. 
No ! time at last has torn 

The mask from off thy brow ; 
I see thee as thou art. 
In thy true colors now. 
Mary, {atide) And 'tis for him I sacrifice 

Far moBe than life I 
Clif. How could I ever think to take 

Thee as my wife ? 
The trick of these two travelers 

I now see through ; 
Twas a mere stratagem to gain 

An interview. 
The elder is thy minion ! 
Ay! 
'Tlsbut to© true; 
-. As I traversed the hall but now, 
Unseen by you. 
His arm around your form was cast. 
Mary, {starting and aside) 

Oh my poor brain i 
{Aloud) But he asked pardon afterwards. 

Clip, {bitterly And not In vain. ^ 

Thy anger must most speedily 
Have been allay'd. 
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For, spite of all his bolchiess, still 

With him you stay'd. 
Would you have done so, had you felt 

Disdain, distrust? 
And now I recollect, say what 

Was that you thrust 
Into your boddice, when I first 

Came here to-night ? 
I heeded not the action then, 

For clear and bright 
Faith shone upon my soul, but now— 
Mabt. (ioyfuUy) Now - now— at last, 

Can I refute the cruel doubt 

Thus on me cast ! 
It was your letter I conceaPd 

In anximis haste : 
The last fond letter, by your hand — 
Your dear hand — trac'd. I 

Clip, {afiet' a few moments^ consideration) 

My letter? 
Mary. Yes ! 

Clif. {looking JlxecUy at her) Indeed ! Then show it to me. | 

Mart. Ay, that I will. 

[Raises her hand to her bosom, and suddenly starts with dismayj 
I— I- 
Clip. You hesitate. i 

Mart. I have it not. 'Tls lost. j 

Clip, {unth bitter sarcasm) She has it not ! i 

Mart. Oh ! speak not thus with chilling scorn ; j 

My words believe, are tnie — 
It u>a8 your letter— but 'tis lost. I 

Clip. Lostl 

Mart, Ay, Indeed 1 

Clip. By you! 

Is this a proof how much you prize 

Whatever comes from me ? 
There was a time I little thought 

That this could ever be. 
But let Am», too, be on his guard ; 

Ere flowers now green shall fade, 
His hopes, like mine, may be deceived, 
His confidence betray'd I 
Mart, {aeide) 

How can I re-assure him. 

{Aloud) Clifford, learn 
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That he is gone ; gone never to return; 
CuF. And is not this another damning proof 

Of conscious guilt ? Why should he quit this roof 

In such a boist'rous night — at such an hour I 
Mart, {aside) What shall 1 say ? O ? aid me heavenly pow'r. 
Clip. But I will follow his example, though 

He be my rival. I, like him, will go— 

Go, never to return— [Going] 

Hary Oh ! leave me not 

In anger thus. Oh 1 render not my lot 

Sadder and harder than it was before. 

[Detaining him.] 

Oh I let ns part as fHends, at least — for more 

We ne'er can be—or as a sister — 

Clip. Say 

What means all this ? False wanton I hence, away I 
[Clifford flings Mary from him, and is about to leave the 
room, when Charlbb steps out from the secret passage.] 
Cha. One moment I 

Clip. Ah I y<nt here ? 

(turning to Mart) Is this forsooth 
Another instance of your loving truth ? 
Clip. What man worthy of the name, 

What man with a heart to dare, 
E'er can be so vile, so tame, 
Wrong as great as this to bear ? 
Cha. That she's pure and free fhjm blame, 

I will boldly, truly swear. 
Ne'er could queen or high-born dame 
Boast of inocence more rare ! 
Mart. {oMe) Thou alone cans't clear my fame, 
Ruler of the earth and air ; 
Let me.not with tamish'd name 
Fall a victim to despair ! 
Clip, {to the King) Draw, traitor, draw I 

[Draws his sword.] 
Oha. But hear me I 

Clip. Draw, I say. 

Cha. One word. The letter! 
Oup. What of that? 

Cha. f producing the letter) Is here ? 

She give it me, in order— 
Clip. Gave it you ? 

Can this be really so ? Draw, I repeat 
Or I will cut' you down, there where you stand. 

[Bushes on the Eme] 
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Chjl. {drawing hU award) Since you oblige me — 

[CuFFORD and the King engage. Mabt rushes firanticallj 
between them.] 

Mabt. Clifford, on your life, 

Advance not one step fiirther. Tis your King ! i 

Clif. (Imvering Mi word) My King? I 

OHAi In me you see him. Tell me now, \ 

Are you convinced of Mary's innocence ? 
CiiiF. No, lammrt, 

Oha. You are not ? 

Clip. I have said It. 

Why should erminM robes, forsooth, 
Always serve to smother truth ? 
Orim despair, with headlong wrath, 
Hushing madly on its path. 
Topples all vain barriers down ; 
Strips the monarch of his crown, 
So that I a King can scan 
Seeing in him but a man, 
Like myself. Nay, not so good ; 
For, if I have understood 
Rightly what you have in view, 
Tm the nobler of the two ! 
I, by pure devotion led. 
Meant this wretched girl to wed ; 
You, I fearlessly proclaim, 
Would but cover her with shame I 
' [Clifford turns to leave as Ralph rushes in, exhibiting 
all the marks of abject terror.] 
Ral. (falling on his knees before Clifford) 
Oh 1 Master Clifford, stay 1 
Hear what I have to say. 
Clip. What is it your desire? 

Ral. {getting off his knees) 

Just now— i 

[Looks round him with affright, and stops aa I 

instant] I 

- but ril retire. | 

iAside) Yes, after all, 'tis best - ' 

The secret still should rest 
^ Within my bosom locked. 

Clif. What ails thee ? 

Ral. Tve been shocked— 

I mean— no— yes — ^no — scared — 
{JMde) Oh I if I only dar'd I— 

TheyUl tear me limb from limb. 



Digitized by 



Google 



41 

[Aloud, and pointing to the KiNO.] 

I wish to speak to him, 

But know not what to do ; 

I mean well, it is true, 

But, if I say a word, 

They'll murder me 1— I've heard 

Buch awful things — 
Cha. 'Tis plain 

He's mad. 
Ral. I'm not! 

CuF. Explain ! 

Ral. {atide) Oh ! how my poor heart knocks 

Against my ribs ; 

[Fumbles in his pocket, and at length pulls out a gold 
snuff-box, looking around, as he does so, with a 
terrified glance.] 

{Jloud) This box 

I found Just now— 
Cha. (tMnff the box) 'TIS mine I 

Ral. Then you are lost! 

Clif. In fine, 

What mystery lies hid 

Beneath your words ? 
Ral. {looking at the KlNG and pointing to the box.) 

The lid 

Bears two initials plac'd 

Beneath a crown ! 
Cha.*j* Why waste 

More breath about the thing ? 

I own it! I'm the King! 
Ral. That's just— wha— at Ifear'd, 

And why— I — ^I've appeared. 
Clip. What do your words imply ? 

Ral. I'm doom'd, perhaps to die t 

For what I now reveal j » 

But fiy the murd'rers' steel | 

That here hangs o'er your head. | 

Cha. Od's fish ! I think you said j 

The murd'rers' steel— j 

Ral. a plot ^ 

I heard— near^near— this spot. 
Clif. 

Enough ; I see it all, at last ! 

Oh, Mary 1 pardon what has pass'd ; 

You, too, knew this ! Some fearftil vow- 



Digitized by 



Google 



42 



Mart. 



Ah, Clifford ! 
Clip. Yes, I see it now, 

Oh, that I ever was so blind, 

So crael to thee, so unkind ! 
Mart. This much at least may I disclose : 

Ere long the house will fill with those 

Who never lov' the King. Nay, more, 

Thou — thou alone cans't pass the doorl 
Clif. (aside) I— I — alone 1 
Cha. Od's fish, 'tis plain 

I ne'er shall see Whitehall again — 

At least, I fear not. 
Mart. He is lost. 

Clif. Cwith emphasis) 

No ; for I'll save him 

{Aside) Though it cost 

My life to do so. 

{To Mary) But, dear maid. 

You're tir'd, fatigued; too long you've stay'd: 

Go rest awhile ; leave all to me. 
Mart. You no more think me guilty ? 

Clif. See ! 

[Clifford opens his arms. Mary ruslies towards him 
and flin^ herself on his breast. Ralph comes down 
ftx)m the back of the stage, where he has been 
anxiously keeping watch.] 



Mart. 

Cha. 

Ralph ) 

& [ 

Clif. ) 



Alas ! it is for for thee — for thee. 

That I another wed ! 
Oh ! soon may I, when thou art saved, 

Sleep calmly with the dead. 

My future gratitude shall show— 
I still love virtue here below. 

His future gratitude shall show. 

He still loves virtue here below. 
[Enter Fleetwood and Servants.] 



r 



Ple. (to Servants.) 

You've heard my orders. 
• Save Clifford only. 



Not a soul must pass, 
See his horse be saddled. 



Ral. 



Ay, that will I. I'll go and lead it round. 
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Flb. 
Cha. 



[Flbbtwood makes a sign of assent. Ralph exit quickly 
through door at back. Fleetwood seems about to 
address the Servants, when the door of room opens, 
and Charles II. appears dressed in Clifford's hat 
and cloak. The hat is slouched deeply over his &ce. 
He passes through the midst of the Servants, salu- 
ting them with his hand.] 



Clifford, good night? 



Goodnight! 



[Exit.] 



Flb. (to Servants.) 



Go, see him off. 



Jltf, 



[Servants exeunt followed by Fleetwood. Enter 
Clifford, cautiously, in King Charles' hat and 
cloak.] 

They have notic'd nothing ! - no I 

Hark, his horse's hoofs resound 
O'er the hard and stony ground — 

Faint and fainter still they grow I 

[Runs to the window.] 



Gracious heav'n, he's saved I— and I 
Proudly for my King will die. 

[At this moment Mary and Rochester enter. On 
perceiving them, Clifford draws his cloak more 
closely around him, and pulls his hat ftirther over 
his brow.] 

i«l JF. {aside) Ah, Mary here I be firm, my heart. 

Thy secret bravely keep ; 
Spare, spare her feelings while thou canst ; 

She's time enough to weep. 
Mart, {ande) The Kng not gone I Ere long will Death 

A ghastly revel keep— 
The King is lost ; ere morning dawn 

He'll sleep his last long sleep. 

What, Charles still here I 

I think I'll go to sleep. 

Of Him from whom all blessings flow. 

With humble heart I crave : 
O shield the King from ev'ry foe, 

His life, great Heaven, save ! 

Good night dear Charles, good nighty 

I think I'll go to sleep- 



Roc. (Mtde) 
Mart, (aside) 



ROCH. 



Digitized by 



Google 



44 



There*s still some punch, we know 
When not all drank, will keep, 

liABT, Ralph and Roch. {(uide) 

Of Him fh>m whom all blessings flow, 

With humble heart I crave: 
O shield the King ftom every foe, 
His life, great Heaven, save ! 



TABT.EAU. 



END OF ACT SECOND. 

- ^ I 
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ACT III. 

Another large apartment in Middleton Hall. 

[At the rising of the curtain, Rochester is discovered 
asleep in a chair. He appears to be dreaming. Sad- 
denly, he nods forward and is nearly fklllng off hl» 
chair. With the effort to save himself, he awakes^ 
rubs his eyes, and looks round with astonishment.} 
Roc. Holloa ! where am I ? Ah I I recollect 1 

It strikes me strongly I have been asleep ! 
Asleep ! — ^Upon the edge of Uiat abyss 
No mortal ever fl&thom*d, but down which 
We all must plunge. Foregad 1 fViU soon my couch 
Hay change into a tomb ? And if it does, 
What will it matter ? Death is sleep, no more ; 
And pillowed upon hope, my soul would lie 
As softly as my body stretched on down. 
Hail, gentle sleep, both prince and slave 

Obey thy balmy reign ; 
With magic pow'r thy healing hand 

Can soothe the throes of pain ; 
Thou, thou alone, cans't stop the tears 

Which sorrow else would weep ; 
Hail, Mend of poor and rich alike, 

Our second mother, sleep ! 
Whene'er the dreaded hour shall come 

For clay to turn to clay, 
I f^r it not, for death, like night, 
> But heralds in the day. 

: Reposing in the silent tomb 

Or *neath the surging deep, 
What cause have we to fear— since death 
Is but our long, last sleep 1 

[Resuming his usual manner.] 
But I am afraid I am getting serious, and that would not mend 
matters. No more of that. 

[Enter Guffosd.] 
Roc. I found, my dear sir, all your information correct. There Is 
not an outlet, not a crevice, large enough for the charity of a miser, 
or the virtue of a court lady to creep through. One &ct, however, 
surprises me more than aught else. Before you told me the state of 
things, I was so fatigued — 
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Clif. (imUinff,) Fatigued ! 

Roc. Whereas now— but what must I do? To save my sover- 
eign's life I would not hesitate to endanger my own ; as you, how- 
ever, have so generously sacrificed yours — besides, now I think of it, 
I have for to-morrow week a large bet that my game-cock, Tom, 
beats Sedley*s Trueblue ; the match to come off in the Cock-pit* 
Whitehall, and then I have a second bet with His Majesty— but — 
hem \—{stoppinff TUmsdf.) — that's of a private nature. 

Clif. You've still a chance. Return to the other apartment. TU 
say you followed the King disguised as my groom, and thus es- 
caped. 

Roc. A good idea ! But why, in the devil's name, did you not 
think of it sooner ? Well, what's d^ne cannot be undone. I will go 
and take a little more repose, for I have not quitfe overcome my 
fatigue. Should those psalm-singing gentlemen T<M|uire my pres- 
ence, they must give themselves the trouble of wttking me. They 
could not get a life much cheaper. D — n them, for- a canting, puri- 
tanical set of scoundrels. But, spite of them all, we will yet cry : 
" God save King Charles !" 

[Exit.] 
Clif. (looking after him.) What a compound of courage and profli- 
gacy I Brave as a lion, careless as— Rochester. Se does not make 
an inevitable evil greater by brooding over It. Oh, would I could 
follow his example; but that is impossible! W«re I aloUe con- 
cerned—but Mary, Mary ! * 

[Sinks upon a chair near table.] 
[Enter Sbtmoub quickly.] 
S^Y, (aside) The King I 
Clif. {pereHving Seymour, aside) 

Ah, Seymour here ! 
[Pulls his hat fVirther over his eyes.] 
8bt. ((uide) Alone ! 

Tis all I could desire. 
Now, fortune, aid me I 

(AUnid) Sire!— 

Clip. {Hagvimg hie voice.) What did I hear? 

Set. Tour Mi^^ty is known. 

Clif. What ! 

Set. Treason, like a serpent, has keen eyes. 

Listen to me, if life you prize. 
Ere many minutes more have pass'd 
Your lot In this world will be cast. 
A band of Puritans' have sworn 
To capture you. If once you're borne 
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Od board their vessel, never more 
Will eye of yours behold the shore. 
OuF. {tmdej What can his object be ? 

(Akntd)B\ityrhy1 
8bt. One, sire, of those on board will die 

Before the bark again shall ride 
At anchor on the surging tide. 

[Suddenly, and with great emphadis.] 
That one Ssyou! 
But only do 
As I suggest ; 
Grant my request, 
And you shall live. 
Clif. What would you ? 

Sbt. Give 

Your word as King, 
That if I bring 
Buccour and aid. 
You'll see me paid 
A sum I'll name ; 
And, for the same, 
I'll save you now. 
Clif. But how, but how ? 

Set. When once on board the gallant bark, 

Where I alone hold sway, 
I hardly need express a wish 

Before my crew obey. 
I'll lure these Puritans below, 

And there secure the band ; . > 

Then quickly turn the vessel's prow» 
And carry them to land. 
Clif. {ande) To this wretch's greed 
What may I not owe ? 
I may yet be fl'eed - ^ 

Freed, too, by my foe. 
Sey. iflMe) From my daring deed * 

Wealth will surely flow ; ^ 

In his abject need, 
He will not say no. 
Clif. Say : cannot I escape by instant flight ? 
Set. Impossible. Had I my crew, you might ; 

But, ere they could be here, 't would be too late ; 
Your foes would have arriv'd, and seal'd your fate. 
Clif. Disguise is useless, then! 
Set. {astonished.) Disguise? 
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Clif. (wuddevdy changing his manner^ and throwing off his hoi anct 
doak.) Ay; see: 

The King needs not your help ; he's sav'd by me. 
Sbt. (starting back) Ah, Clifford ? 

Clif. Yes ; now, damned villahi, say ; 

How think yon that the Mends you would betray 
Will greet you, when I tell your treacherous plot ? 
Set. 

Poor fool I theyll not believe thee. 

And why not f 
Whatever you may say or do, 
They place more faith in me than yoa; 
Tour threats, your menaces I spurns- 
Tour scorn with greater scorn return. 
I fear you not ! 

( WUh trnmHng exultation) Tour very bride 
I've taken, weeping, from your side ; 
Though, mayhap, you would ne'er divine 
Twas love for you that made her mins. 
Clif. What! 

Sbt. Tes ; It was to save yenr 

life 
She promised to become my wife. 
Clif. Oh, Mary ! pure as fkir, 

What bitter shame is mine, 
That I should ever dare 
To doubt such love as thine. 
Sbt. {aside) The deeper his despair 

The greater triumph 's mine ; 
Vain hopes and sickening care 
To rack his soul combine. 
Clif. Oh, Mary, Mary ; 

Aye ; you've cause 
Set. So sweet a girl to mourn : 

So fond - so loving 

Clif. Demon — slave ! 

Thus I requite your scorn. 

[Draws his sword and rushes upon Sbtmour. At thl» 
moment. Wolf and the other Pubitans appear at 
door at back.] 

Set. (perceiving the Puritans, drawing his sword, and putting himself m 

his guard) Retain your gold ; I never will comply. 
Clif. (m the greatest astonishment) Retain my gold ( 
Set. Ere you escape, I die. 

[Puritans advance and overpower Clifford, who has- 
not observed them enter.] 
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WOUF. {advancing and starting with surprise) 
'Tis not Charles Stuart I 
Pur. What was that he said f 

Our ears deceived us. 
Clip. ^ No ; the King has fled, 

, And I have sav'd him. 
Pur. You have sav'd him ? 

Clip. Ay; 

And calmly, boldly all your threats defy. 
Pur. Our hopes are baffled once again ; 

Our plans for freedom are in vain ; 
But dearly shall the traitor pay 
Who thus has robb*d us of our prey. 
{To Wolf) Your daughter has betrayed us, 

And warned the King : if so, 
In vain she pleads for mercy. 
WoLP. , ^Tb Puritans.^ 

Quick ; fetch her hither ; go. 

[Two or three Puritans exeunt hurriedly.] 
Pur. Our hopes are baffled once again ; 

Our plans for freedom are in vain ; 
But dearly shall the traitor pay 
Who thus has robb'd us of our prey. 
Clip. Strike, if you will ; I ask you not to spare; 
But If you seek a traitor— 

[With great emphasis, and pointing to Sbtmour.] 
bee one there. 

Supposing me the King, , <^f^vi^^ 

He promised to betray 
Your liv^ into my hands. 
Is'tnotso, villain? 
Set. Nay, 

Twas you who offered gold 

If I would let you go. 
Your brlbe9 I proudly spnm'd. 
Pur. He speaks the truth, we know. 

{To Sbtmour) We heard you do as you declare. 
Sbt. {vfHA/mgmd€UtoHi»kment) 
You heard me ? 
Pur. Yes. 

{Pointing to door at back) For we were there. 
Sbt. {<mtk attumed humility) 

That Heav'n Its servants ne'er deserts. Is clear. 
Clip. No ; nor the devil his. It would appear I 
Pub. Our hopes are baffled once again ; 
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Oar plans for Areedom are in vain ; 
But dearly shall the traitor pay, 
Who thus hath robVd us of our prey. 
Wolf, ((uide) What agony and deadening pain, 

Convulse my soul and rack my brain ; 
With humble heart to Heav*n I pray 
This bitter grief may pass away. 
Clif. {aside) I scorn to murmur or complaii^ 
I feel I have not liv'd in vain. 
My doom is flx'd, but, come what may, 
I've robbed these villains of their prey. 
8bt. (atidtt) I did not vow revenge in vain! 
My object I shall soon attain, 
And make my rival rue the day 
On which he dar'd to cross my way. 
[Mabt and Rochester are brought in, escorted by Pubttans.] 
Mary. Ah, Clifford ! and the King— 

Clif. Is sav*d ? 

Mart. But you f 

Clif. (cahniy) Have done my duty. 
Roc. (who M hddfaai hy two Purftans, hokmg round) 

What a crop-eared crew. 
Good ev*ning, gentlemen. 
1st Pur. (who has hold of himj Be silent 

Roc. Pray 

Don't bawl so loudly, monster ! 
Clif. Mary, say ; 

Can you forgive me ? now at last I know, 
Prom yonder villain fpomtmg to Seymour), 
All the debt I owe 
your devotion I 
Mart. Clifford ! though the smart 

Of your suspicion wrung my very heart, 
I still found comfort in my helpless lot ; 
Had you not doubted, you had lov'd me not I 
Roc. Ingenious 1 most ingenious, I declare. 

What hermit, or wild Indian can compare 
With constant lovers, for the pretty knack 
Of stretching all their feelings on the rack? 
[Since Mart and Rochester have been brought in» 
the Puritans have been consulting with each other» 
with the exception of the two who are holding 
Rochester prisoner. They now all advance.] 
Woi*f. Despite the solemn oath you've taken, 

Our projects you've revealed. 
Mart. I have not ! all I overheard 

I careftilly conceal'd. 
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Flbbt. In vain your treason you disown, 

From whom else could the Man have known 
That he had aught to dread ? 
Why should he take to sudden flight, 
At such an hour, in such a night ? 
Why should he thus have fled ? 
Mabt. Deubt if you. will, I speak no more, 

Henceforth my lips are mute. 
PuBBT. This stubborn silence thou'lt deplore, 

WeUl make thee speak 1 
BocH. The brute ! 

Pur. Thus to resist 

Maiden forbev, 
No longer persist 
Our vengeance to dare. 
[They advance menacingly towards her. During this* 
scene, Ralph has entered unobserved, and remained 
at the back, apparently a prey to conflicting emo- 
tions, among which a regard for hJs own personal 
safety seems to play a conspicuous part. When the 
Puritans menace Mary, however, Ralph suddenly 
advances.] 
Ral. Stop, I mean— believe me — well I 

Pray don't press her thus to tell. 
Pur. {turning towards him) Wlierefore not ? 



Ral. 


Because, you see, 




P'rhaps she might endanger me. 


Flkkt. 


What have you to do with her ? 


Ral. 


Nothing ! that is, gentle sir. 




Ne'er must I stand tamely by 




While her life is threatened. 


Pur. 


Why? 


Ral. 





She has not betrayed a word — 
No, not one — of what she heard, 
I was in the chapel too ! 

Pur. You were in the chapel ? You ? 

Ral. Ay, and to the King reveai'd 

All your plot I 

Pub. You fate is seal'd. 



Ral. 



So I fcar'd, but never mind : 
One so gentle, good and kind, 
Wrong or harm shall never know. 
Pain or sorrow, grief or woe, 
Such a lout as I to spare — 
Socmer will I die first 

There! 
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WOLP. (oMfe to Mm) 

To thank thee, Ralph, mere words are fkr to weak, 
Let thy heart think what mine in vain would speak. 

Roa Most noble rustic, I would fkln salute yon, 

But I am held so fiist. 

[To 1st PuBTFAK, who has hold of him.] 

Oh, when I'm firee — 
IsT. Pub. That will be never. 
RoCi All the worse— 

IsT. Pub. For thee. 

Roa Ton close-cropp'd, drawling, sanctified, big brute, you ! 

From off my shoulder take your hand at least. 

Look at my collar, how it's crumpled creased. 

I think my friend here — [Pointing to Isr Pubitak.] 

« With the chcerftil &oe, 

Has not the slightest notion of point-lace. 

[PuBTTANs, who have again been deliberatlng,*adTanoe 
once more.] 

Flbbt. Thus, Mary Wolf, do we decree- 

As far, at least, as touches thee — 
Although thy acts grave doubts Inspire, 
We spare the daughter for the sire ; 
But, ere the mom dispel the night, 
Thoul't leave this place to share our flight, 
For here we dare no more remain. 
Roa I can't say that I feel much pain 

To hear you're going. Truth to tell. 
Your company is very well ; 
But still I've not the slightest doubt 
' . That I can somehow do without. 
Wolf. Unhappy men give ear I 

Your sentence learn, 
Roc. We're all attention, sir ! 

It's now our turn. 
Pus. Man is but as summer grass, 

Dead and wither'd in a day; 
Full of life and hope at mom, 

But ere ev'nlng, past away. 
Prepare for death ! 



W01.F. 
Clif. ' 
Roc. 
Ral. 
Mabt. . 
Wolf. 
Ral. (uUe) 



Death 1 

Instant death I 
They almost take away one's breatli 
Before they kill. 
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Roc. You said " Prepare.** 

Egad, weVe not much time to spare. 
1st. Pub. a brave man's always ready. 

Roc. True! 

Though spoken by a cur like you. 
Wolf. ^ To make your peace with heav*n, you*Te left 

Five minutes still, 
Mabt. Am I bereft 

Of sense, or do I dream. {To Wolf) You'd try 
Their courage. You but Joke. 
Wolf & Pur. They die ! 

Mabt. '*0h, crush not thus thy daughter's heart 1 

Oh, hear me, I implore ! 
Grant me his life, and, while I breathe, 
ril never see him more. 
Man Is but as summer grass, 
Dead and withered In a day ; 
Full of hope and life at mom, 
^ut ere evening past away. 
& Pub. 'Tls all in vain you pray." 
Hear, father, what I say : 
Thy child would not deceive thee— 
Thou wilt — thou must — ^believe me. 
My word once pledged, I ne'er have broken ; 
Henceforth, no sign of love, no token, 
^ Shall pass between us. He shall be 
As though he ne'er had been for me. 
A Pub. ^ No more, no more. * 

Give o'er, give o'er. 
You but unman me, Mary, dear. 
You're moved. I see the trickling tear 
Glide slowly down your cheek. 
You grant my pray'r, oh, father, speak. 
You do ! 

Oh ! (pointing to Clifford and Rochbbtbb) 
Spare them, nor my sorrow spurn. 
And those bright hours may yet return. 



Pub. 



Wolf 
Maby. 



Wolf 
Olqf. 

JfABT. 
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My father, dear I though years whirl by, 

Like leaves upon the blast, 
And Hope's bare, shattered stem alone 

Remains to mark the Past ; 
There's still one spot whence llfe*» young spring 

Will never more depart. 
Where joy still lives, forever green : 

A loving daughter's heart ! 
Each smile of thine, each gentle word 

Pronounced in happier times. 
Has there struck root, and livM and grown 

Like flowei*s in eastern climes. 
Thus age itself need never fear 

Bleak winter's icy dart : 
"Twill always find eternal spring 
Within a daughter's heart. 
{To <7i^PuKrrAN8) 

Release your prisoners, 'tis my father's will I 
{To Wolf) 

Is'tnotso? Speak! what, silent still- 
Alas, alas, my heart is breaking, 
My reason is her throne forsaking ! 

[Wringing her hands.] 
Roc. (to lat Puritan) 

Let go my hand an instant, 
IstPuR. Why? 

Roc. I*v« something — d n you -in my eye. 

[1st Puritan lets go of Rochester's hand, which 
Rochester passes over his eyes. Two or three 
Puritans lead Mart to a distance.] 
Wolf. Pris'ners, your time has come ! 
Fleet. Let us cast lots. 

To see who carries out the sentence. 
Set. Nay, 

/will do that ! My aim is sure and true : 
'Tis mercy nerves my arm, and lends it strength. 
Roc. Whatl Mercy! I had rather be without It : 

(To Puritans) 

Send for a tiger, while you are about it. 
[Clifford takes up his position at the extreme cor- 
ner of the stage, L., and Setmoub his at the ex- 
treme front corner, B.J 

Wolf. xlncel, Clifibrd, kneel. 

Clif. I kneel to Heav'n alone. 

Roc. That's nobly said — 

{To Puritans) as even you must own. 
Ist Pur. Bikuce, I say. 
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Roc. What, crier, there again. 

[One of the Puritans is about to bandage Clifford's 
eyes with a handkerchief.] 

Clif. Do not insult me, pritliee, sirl Refrain! 

A soldier meets death boldly, face to face ;' 
Slay, if you choose, but spare me this disgrace, 
Give me the 'kerchief. When I let it fall— 
You know the I'cst. 

[Puritan gives him the handkerchief.] 

Mary. (rutMngfram where she « held,) 

Now fli-e ! The fatal ball 
Shall pierce my bosom first ; transfix my heart. 

Clif. Unman me not, sweet girl. Here we must part, 

To meet, though. In a brighter, happier sphere. 

Roc. May I be with you there, as I am here. 

[Mart is led away by two Puritans. Clifford gives 
the signal by letting the handkerchief fall. Seymour 
raises his pistol, but at the instant he is about to fire, 
a shot from the window levels him with the ground ; 
and King Charles the Second, followed by Drake, 
Jesse, Villagers, and a numl)er of Sailors, all armed, 
leap through. The Puritans, after a short struggle, 
are overpowered.] 

Chablbb. All I have promised, Mary, I will do. 
Maby. Clifford^ dear Chffcrd^ you are saved! 



FINAL TABLEAU. 



^ The End. 
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